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FOREWORD



The within is written from what the writer remembers hearing talked among the older members of the family, from the information that I have been able to gather from the present families, by request of them, and the memories of the writer, now in my seventy-first year.

In the compilation, I expect to record the heads of the families, down through my father’s family, record them separately and in their respective places. Then will be found the record of the oldest child or each couple and his family in some detail, then the second child and his family, so on through to include all that family.

No names will be recorded of any child that died before reaching maturity.

No pretense of literary value or grammatical accuracy in compilation or spelling is claimed for this article.


								IVY MONROE SHIVER
								COMPILER




EDITOR’S NOTE



In producing this booklet to be published on the Internet and made available to various branches of the SHIVER family who are researching that name, I have made a very few changes to the manuscript. I have not corrected any grammatical errors. I feel that a work such as this should be published as it was written. What I have corrected are typographical errors and punctuation that make the reading of the text a little easier in this particular format. The original manuscript was hand-typed and double-spaced. To conserve space, I have changed the format slightly to be single-spaced and left the majority of Mr. Shiver’s work untouched. Some hand-written notes were added at a later date (it appears from information gathered at a cemetery), which I have incorporated into the text.

In producing this, I make no claim as to its genealogical or historical accuracy. It is always possible of course, that family “legend” is not an accurate representation of fact. This should always be taken into account whenever reading a work of this kind. Some of Mr. Shiver’s assumptions about family movements are based on his “best guesses”, given where the families ended up. Having searched a lot of the written records in many counties, I have found that these assumptions are not always correct. However, this family history is written in a very engaging way that is worth preserving for its insight into the immediate family of the author, and his impressions of his ancestors as well as his appreciation for his descendants. I am grateful to Mr. Shiver for having made the effort to leave such a legacy to his family.

I would also like to thank Farrell Shiver for making this manuscript available to me, in order that I might make it available to all.

								Mary Kathryn Kozy
								4 Feb 1999


SHI-VER

Shivar

Schiver

Shriver

Shiv-ers

Schriver

Shive-ly


All the above are family names that are in various parts of the country. It seems to me more than probable they all came from the same root-stock. There are many family names in the country today that are contractions or expansions of the original root name.

In meeting and talking with people in various parts of the south-east during the past fifty years, I have been told there are a great number of SHI-VER families in various parts of the eastern, as well as in the southern states. I have been asked if I am related to families in Pennsylvania, New Jersey, Maryland, Virginia and the Carolina's, families of our name. I have been told that those asked about are of GERMAN descent. I am reasonably sure that we are of GERMAN ORIGIN too.

In the early eighteenth century and before, I am sure there were two branches of the SHIVER family in Georgia. No doubt they were related but they must have been separated by several generations. The recognizable family and personal differences were evident. Those differences are easily seen today, in more ways than one.

In the 1840’s my grand-father JOHN SHIVER, who represented or was the establisher of one branch of the family in southwest Georgia, came into WORTH COUNTY and found the other branch of the family there. No one knows how long the SHIVER’S had been in WORTH, DOUGHERTY, MITCHELL, LOWNDES and THOMAS COUNTIES.  One of the most convincing evidences that I can locate of their long time residence in that section is the “SHIVER GRAVEYARD”.

The "SHIVER GRAVEYARD" is located along the south side of the Albany and Isabella public road, at a point about 3/4 of a mile east of where that road crosses the Dougherty-Worth County line. When I first saw the graveyard, it was in Virgin Woods. In the place of a fence around it, a ditch about five feet deep and four to five feet wide surrounded it. That must have been around sixty-five (65) years ago. In September 1949, my younger sister, Texas, went there expecting to particularly, inspect it again. It was difficult to locate, among the clutter of brush, trees, and briers, etc., and the ditch was so filled that we could scarcely find it. In May 1932, brother Oris and I went and minutely examined it. It was burnt off then and we could see 

all that was there. There is approximately an acre and a half in that ditch surrounded area. There were indications of graves all over the plot. In quite a few places we found pieces of granite or marble, broken in such small pieces that no lettering that was on them could be deciphered, but they were no doubt monuments or gravemarkers. Sunken places in the sod in more or less rows, indicated row after row of graves. Almost all buried there were named SHIVER, either by birth or by marriage, or adoption and reared a SHIVER. It must have been abandoned as a burial place sometime in the early 1800s, because the family have been burying their dead at Bethel Church Yard for well over a hundred (100 yrs.) years. My father said it was abandoned long before he could remember. He was born in 1850. Last September I went all over the graveyard at Bethel church; looked closely as I could and I doubt if there is more than enough graves there (in a hundred or more years) to fill one quarter acre of space. From these facts it would seem that SHIVER families must have been using the “SHIVER GRAVEYARD” since probably the fifteenth century. However, the place is filled with large timber and underbrush, the ditch will soon be completely eradicated; in another generation or so there will be no sign that it ever existed.

The SHIVER family in a way are peculiar people, peculiar in many ways that have proven detrimental to their best interests. They have been easily satisfied with life. The earlier ones of them were stock-men as most pioneers were, but their main source of livelihood was and is yet, farming. Until within the last generation there had never been a "professional man" among them; never a teacher, preacher, doctor, lawyer, or politician. Education, the greatest urge upon present generations, held no appeal to a SHIVER prior to the beginning of the present century; and yet they held a high regard for moral standing among them. They were and are yet with few exceptions, indisputably honest and truthful. A promise by one of them was as good as an acceptable bond. They participated in courts and law enforcement only when called to participate as jurors or witnesses. I have never known or heard of but three of the name being accused of crime or arrested. One was for killing a man in self defense; he was cleared of the charge. The other two were minor offenses. They are nominally religious. As far back as I have known anything of them, the older heads of the families are usually members of some church, mostly the BAPTIST CHURCH. Usually their recognizable religious participation was during the summer "BIG MEETING" when more than ordinary interest was noticeable. When a child many times I went to BETHEL with my father to Conference on Saturdays. Several dozen SHIVERS were always members of that church at the same time, but they did not attend conference. Many times my father would be the only one of the bunch present. They would send committees to demand their attendance; some would repent and come and ask for forgiveness and be restored, while others would ignore the committee and at the next Conference they would be turned out. The next "BIG MEETING” doubtless they would return and be accepted again for a time.

INTERMARRIAGE was no doubt their most besetting sin. Generation after generation intermarried. The present descendants of those old original settlers intermarry to this day. The wonder is that no more visible weakening effect has resulted from that practice than has shown up in their offspring. No doubt, however, generation after generation of in-breeding is the major contributing cause for their lack of desire for development and improvement in both body and in mind, a lack of desire for education and the more desirable pursuits of life. My father and his brothers were the first ones that I know of to break away from the practice of intermarriage. All of them married women of other families, where no kinship existed. Some of their sisters did the same thing, but some of them reverted to the old practices and married SHIVERS. Further wonder is that there has never been an imbecile among them that I have ever heard of. Ever since I can remember they were a clannish crew. Fifteen to twenty families lived in a radius of two or three miles. At one time one could see nine SHIVER homes from my father's yard. They didn't want other people in the community either. At that time as far back as I have any knowledge of them, very few of them owned their homes. So many of them had no desire to become homeowners, they were and many of them yet are content to be tenant farmers.

During the eighteen-nineties (1890's) all but six or eight families left the community that I have; mentioned herein in WORTH COUNTY and moved into MITCHELL and GRADY COUNTIES. All of the old and original settler's descendants' families, but two were in that exodus to parts south. Beginning now and dealing specifically with individuals and their records, it is our purpose to record herein not only names, dates and other family data, but something of the revealed activities, professions, vocations and accomplishments of those individuals, as the writer has been able to obtain from them.

SHI-VER
SHIVER

MANNING SHIVER				        and			SARAH (LOVE) SHIVER

						Born to them:

SONS										DAUGHTERS

WILLIAM									ELIZABETH

DOW										DORCAS

CLEM										MARY  (X)

IVINE										EMILY

(There were other boys and girls, but I don't recall their names.)


The writer has no knowledge at all of Grandpa Manning, except Grandma Sally's talk about him. She often referred to him in some way. He passed on long before my time. She, Grandma Sally, was undoubtedly a unique individual. Her talk was certainly frightening to us children, so much so that I always dreaded visits to our house. She lived among the various families, visiting at one place a week or two, and moving on to the next place; and in time she would make the rounds all over again.

The home of this old couple where they raised their family was North of the Albany and Isabella public road and almost opposite of the SHIVER GRAVEYARD, just a little West, on a rise or small hill, the home was placed. All of the buildings were gone before I can remember, but there were some large shade trees yet on the spot since I can remember. Grandma liked to talk about that old home, the various members of the family, and particularly, it now seems to me, about William - “My William” the oldest boy. She used to tell us children many tales of ghosts -- spooks, “haunts” - that she had seen around that old graveyard. All “haunts” - headless, shadowy forms of departed people - were to be seen at and around the graveyards of that day. She used to tell us about a man who was riding a horse with gear on, through the woods; the horse ran away, threw him off, and he was caught in the gear and killed by dragging him as the horse ran.  She said late evenings, particularly on dark rainy evenings, many times she could hear that horse running through those woods, the chains and other gear clanging, the horse's hoofs pounding the sod and that man crying and moaning as he was beaten to death. She could hear it all as she could glimpse shadowy forms as they passed among the trees around the graveyard where the man was buried. I can't put it down here as she could tell it, but what she would tell would stick in my mind so that a small boy could not sleep. She used to hear women crying and screaming out in that graveyard at night; moon-light nights she could see the shadowy forms flit back and forth headless and dark. Many other experiences she would tell that were just as unreasonable and hair-raising to a small boy. In the winter time - particularly, she would sit in one corner by the fireplace and smoke and tell us children those tall tales. To this day I wonder if she really believed those tales or if they were her idea of being entertaining. I do know that she was not the only one of that day who saw “haunts”, and heard their cries and wailings in and around graveyards.


She always smoked either a corn-cob or clay pipe, with a long reed stem. She kept her “backie” in the pocket of her dress or apron, she would fumble around among the folds in that dress, which was about ten times wider than necessary, and finally locate the entrance to that pocket which was elbow-deep or more; she would bring out a few crumbs of that “backie”, and cram it in that old pipe, and go back for more until she had a charge ready, then would smoke and talk. I can see her now as she sat by the fire, with a shawl or some kind of warp around her shoulders and a “bonnet” on. If I was artist enough I would reproduce a “bonnet” here, because that was an indispensable article of women wear, until a few decades ago. Few of the women today ever saw one.

Grandma Sally must have been born around the beginning of the 1800s she died during the latter 90's at 93 years old, she claimed. I don't remember the incident of her death; neither do I know where she or Grandpa Manning is buried.

William, their oldest child, left home while a boy and settled in central Florida, somewhere south of Kissimmee. In 1925 I saw William’s youngest boy, Lewis, at New Smyrna, Florida. He was an old man then; he lived only a short while after I saw him. He died at or near Titusville. He was the only one of that family I ever saw. Dorcas and Clem also passed away before my time. UNCLE DOW came to our house once that I can remember. ALFRED, his youngest son, was the only other member of his family that I recall. UNCLE IVINE was killed in a gunbattle with one of his neighbors, Frank Boatwright (sic). He was, at the time, a bailiff in the local Justice of the Peace Court. Someone accused Boatright of stealing hogs; took out a warrant for him, and it was given to UNCLE IVINE to serve. When he approached Boatright, he drew a pistol and began shooting; they both began shooting and both fell dead on the spot. No doubt this incident is so particularly impressed upon my mind by seeing UNCLE IVINE'S body with the holes in his breast as he lay on the “cooling board” in his home. They were buried side by side, as I remember it in Bethel Cemetery.

I remember AUNT LIZZIE, MRS. JERRY W. SPRING, very well, and AUNT EM, MRS. JOHN W. WATERS. Both of those women raised big families the most of whom are now gone. Probably the best-known among any of those generations of SHIVER descendants is P.U, (BUCK) WATERS a Baptist preacher. He is yet a pastor after something like fifty years in the ministry.

The family of MANNING and SALLY SHIVER, like many others of that day and previous days, many of whose descendants I can recall and remember bearing spoken about, were part of the multitudinous family that my Grandpa JOHN SHIVER found when he came Into that section in the early 1840’s. I could name many more of them.

JOHN SHIVER				and 				MARY SHIVER

Born - September 29, 1819							Born - May 1, 1832
Died - January 13, 1899							Died - April 6, 1916

				Were married in the late 1840’s

					   Born to them:

SONS			MARRIED			DAUGHTERS	MARRIED

JOSEPH		LILLA MOREE  (X)		PHEMA		A. J. (COOT) MOREE

JAMES L.		MARTHA CASEY		LANNIE		ALEX SHIVER

CLEM (FLEMING)	MARTHA A. SIMPSON	RUTH			T. J. WATERS

JESSE		MAUDE BRANCH		EUGENIE (JEAN)	ROBERT LEE (BOB) 											SHIVER

(Grandpa John Shiver, was married to Harriet Gammage, and they had 
one son Jacob; she died before he came to Worth County.)

In the latter days of this old couple, after their children had married and were out for themselves and they were left alone, I, as a boy of twelve to fifteen years old, spent much time with them in their home. Many times I would be there just for a night but the last two or three years they tried to farm for a living, I helped them quite a bit with the work; would stay there a whole week sometimes. It was during this period that I learned to love them most and learned about all that I ever knew about them. Around the fire-side at night they would talk. There I learned much of the contents of these records.

Grandpa said his family came into HOUSTON COUNTY, GEORGIA, from one of the CAROLINA’s, when he was a small boy. He thought they were GERMANS, that is of GERMAN DESCENT. I don't recall hearing him mention but one other member of his family; that was ENOCH, a brother, who evidently came with him to Worth County. ENOCH, (NICK) left two sons: JAMES F. M. (married ELVIRA WHITFIELD, December 3, 1893) Worth Co. Marriage Records (Book #2 - page 968, E. A. Parrish, J.P.), and DAVIS SHIVER. I am sure that I could go to within fifty feet of where I was helping him plant cane one afternoon, and in answer to my questions he told me about himself. He said he was born in 1815 in South Carolina. He was raised in Houston County, Georgia, and after losing his wife he came to Worth County, met and married my father's mother, MARY SHIVER. My father was their second child; the first was a girl and died in infancy. Since he was born in November 1850, they must have married about 1846 or 1847.

I wish I could include here a picture of Grandpa. He was of medium size, rather stocky, perfectly white hair, and a wisp of white beard about four (4) inches long on his chin. My father was very much like him in build, while the other two sons that I remember, UNCLE YOUNK (JAMES L.) and UNCLE JESSE were more like their mother, slender and of rather narrow facial features. I used to watch him talk or eat and that little wisp of white beard working up and down amused me sometimes  - it was so much like a billy goat chewing.

He was one among very, very few SHIVERS of his day who owned their own home and raised their families on their own domain. After they both got so they could not work the farm to earn their living, he sold it and spent the rest of their days in quarters provided for them by their boys.  Neither of them could read or write; they were unlearned as the world counts learning, but what a wealth of wisdom did he possess. He had a keen conception of justice and right and truth and he was very successful and effective in teaching the same to their children.  Religion is one thing I don't recall ever hearing him mention. However, as I think of him I am confident that he was a saved man, as I now know of some of the characteristics of a saved one’s life. His life as I saw it, fits right into the groove of Christian walk. I never heard him use slang, tell smutty jokes or tales, and never heard him use a word of profanity. Too, he was one among the few of his early day who tried to give his children some “schoolin”. I think every one of them who lived to grow up could read and write and cipher, which was really about the full extent of the education for those days. In all these desires for his family and by the examples he set by his own conduct and so taught his children, one of the most outstanding facts of two sections of the SHIVER family, to me at least are proven. Ideas of development and growth in various avenues of life, were no doubt begun in his children so that in after years it has been fed and developed in his descendants, to an encouraging degree, as some of the later records hereof will show.

(In my Memories, which are a portion hereof, a more detailed record of some of the features in the lives of this old couple will be found.)

When Grandpa sold his farm UNCLE YOUNK built them a house in the edge of his yard and they lived there until Grandpa's death. After his death Grandma wanted to live with their oldest son, so my father built her a house in the edge of his yard where she lived many years. She, too, finally passed away, 6 April 1916, and was buried by his side in Old Bethel Church Yard. When she died I was working in a bank in Sylvester, and what little was left of their life earnings, had been left there in the bank. I ordered and had erected a double monumental marker at the root of their graves, and paid for it with the total of their leavings. The data of their births and of their deaths is recorded on that stone

Every one of their children are gone, too. UNCLE JESSE, the youngest son, was the last to go, just two or three years ago. RUTH and LANNIE died when young women; AUNT PHEMA died about middle life, and EUGENIE JEAN at about 40 years of age. UNCLE YOUNK, and UNCLE JAKE lived to be old. All of them left families, many of whom are yet alive. At Mother's birthday, AUGUST 17, 1947, quite a few of the children of those aunts and uncles of ours were present, and when she was buried a few days ago I saw many of them that I had not seen in twenty to forty years.  To name them giving dates etc., would be impossible for me.

RECOLLECTIONS


I remember:

When Uncle JESSE and Aunt JEAN were single, living at home with their parents. We did not attend their weddings when they each got married, but I recall hearing them talked about.

When Aunt RAUSIE, LUE, and Aunt RILLA and ALFRED were single and lived at home with their parents I recall being at the wedding of Aunt RAUSIE and Uncle JOHN HOUSTON and also being at the wedding of Aunt LUE and Uncle Joe SPRING, but I don't remember a thing about Aunt RILLA getting married, and she was the youngest one and the last to be married. When Aunt RAUSSIE married they had a "real wedding", a big supper and EVERYBODY was there. The tables were placed in the yard between the Big House and the Kitchen. The thing about that situation that has stuck with me is seeing the crowd there in the yard in the light that was furnished by putting a platform on top of some stakes about 6 feet high, covering the platform with dirt and building a big fire on it. Two of those were the “electric lights” of the occasion. Squire Isaac Howard married them.

No doubt that was my earliest recollection of such gatherings is the wedding of DELLA ROUSE and GEORGE W. PRICE. DELLA was Aunt MINDA Bateman's oldest child by her first husband. (AUNT MINDA was GRANDPA MOREE’S sister.) That incident about the wedding that has stuck in my mind and caused me to recall it here, is that my father raised me up and sat me on his shoulder so I could see above the crowd that stood when the marriage was being performed. I recall that I was much disappointed; hearing the wedding talked about so much I expected something - I don't know what - I didn't see a thing just people. 

I remember:	on September 6, 1886, late afternoon, old man HENRY SHIVER came loping up to our gate and said, “JOE, JEHEW, BUDDY and ROUSE are everyone dead”. Pa later said that he knew when he saw old man HENRY coming on his horse in a lope, that something unusual had happened. He was an old man and seldom rode horseback. Those days it was usually around Sept. 15th before much cotton was ready for market, but that year COUSIN GEHEW, BUDDY SHIVER (HENRY SHIVER’s OLDEST SON) and HENRY ROUSE all got a bale each ready and went to ALBANY with the cotton on this date - Sept. 6th. They carried two wagons, one two-horse wagon and one, one-horse wagon. They stopped under a chinaberry tree out of a shower, lightning hit them and killed all three of them and two of their stock.

I remember that hemmorhagic fever killed three of FALTON SHIVER’S family within one month. In January this year (1950), I rechecked that statement by the markers on those graves in BETHEL CHURCH GRAVEYARD. That was about 1890. Those days it was not unusual to know of one death in a family by hemmorhagic, but three in thirty days made an impression.

RECOLLECTIONS

Grandparents

The individual is indeed unfortunate who does (not) bear in his mind and memory as long as he lives, the times and incidents and the glories of early childhood at Grandpa's. One never really lived unless he has been the “real favorite of Grandma”. To us those days of my early childhood recollections, the days and nights at Grandpa's, bear some of the fondest and most valued recollections of my life.

My father's parents, JOHN and MARY SHIVER, lived a little more than a mile from us, in a southeasterly direction.  I remember being at that home before UNCLE JESSE and AUNT JEAN were married; it was a thrill as I remember it now to be “played-up-to” by uncles and aunts. When they married they left home as usual that left the old people who lived alone, just the two of them for several years. It was during that period that I learned to love them most because I was there a great deal. Between our farm and theirs was only one small settlement; the balance of the way over there was through the woods and by a dimly marked three track trail. After helping get through the chores (tend to the things) at home, many times dark would overtake me before I could walk or run the distance to their home. My whooping and hollering was only to let them know I was coming, but Oh! a relief it was to see the light shining under the door, as I approached.

Of the most appetizing meals that Grandma used to fix her biscuits stand out in my memory as the acme of biscuit making art. They were about 3 inches in diameter, when ready to eat the tops were cone-shaped, browned to a nicety, and the center of them didn't seem to have risen and were not as fluffy as some I have seen, but they were a delicate, delectable substance, that a small boy as I was, will not forget even in old age. She would cook exactly enough biscuits, fry enough bacon, and eggs, and not have a crumb or smear left when we three had finished breakfast.

There was one very unpleasant situation in their home that I never did learn to like. That was their getting up before day each morning. Winter and Summer, rain or shine, Sunday or Monday, they were up every morning before day. While Grandma fixed breakfast he would be out around the barn - feed his horse, attend his hogs, probably bring up the calf from its nightly grazing, and in general get things ready for the days work. I don't yet see what they gained by such industry. Many times they would have to wait in the field for it to get light enough for them to see to do the work they wanted to do. In this connection I am reminded of one little incident of those days that has stuck in my mind. Grandpa went out in early morning to plow, lay-by corn, when it got light enough for him see how to follow the rows of corn. As he plowed along his old mule kept nipping off the ends of the corn blades, occasionally he would nip off the top of a whole stalk. Grandpa thrashed him with the lines, scolded and fussed at him, but he every now and then would reach out and gather another top and sidle away or trot off trying to keep out of reach of that line.  Finally Grandpa threw his plow down, went around in front of the mule, held him by the bridle with one hand and hit him right in the center of his broadlike face just as hard as he could with the other hand. That hand was in a sling for many days.


They were a great old pair. Neither of them had any “book larnin'“ at all, but what a wealth of experimental knowledge was theirs. They must have been diligent and successful in imparting that knowledge and their conceptions of life's necessities to their children for they raised a big family, a family that was a credit to themselves and to the country as common desirable citizens.

In 1905 my father sold his old home place where I was born and moved to another, far enough away that I was never with these grandparents much more. Grandpa soon sold his farm and everything they had, since it was impossible for them to operate it, and Uncle YOUNK built them a house in the edge of his yard, and they lived there until Grandpa's death. After Grandpa died my father built a house for Grandma in the edge of our yard, and she lived there many years before she passed away.

They are buried side by side in BETHEL CEMETERY.


JOSEPH SHIVER				and			EVA LILLA (MOREE) SHIVER

Born Nov. 15, 1850 							Born Aug. 17, 1859
Died May 5, 1931							Died Jan. 21, 1950

				Were married December 25, 1878

					Born to them:

SONS					BORN			MARRIED

IVY MONROE		    Nov. 27, 1879		ELIZA FLORENCE AULTMAN
								PEARL ELIZABETH REYNOLDS

ELZIE LAFAYETT		   Jan. 4, 1888		OLA McCLAMERY (Feb. 14, 1961)

ORIS JACOB		   Nov. 10, 1892		LESSIE BRADY (Died 3-24-1967)

ARTHUR GILBERT		   Aug. 10, 1895		MILDRED GRINER

IVERSON LUMPKIN	   April 19, 1899		LOIS McDONALD

ERMAN COLEY		   Dec. 12, 1901		LOIS KEMP

DAUGHTERS			BORN			MARRIED

ANNIE MARY LEE		   Nov. 1, 1881		GEORGE W. AULTMAN

MELLIE			   March 5, 1884		HARRISON W. POWELL

TEXAS			   July 10, 1890		JULIAN W. GREEN

My father, JOSEPH SHIVER, was born, raised, lived all his life and died within five miles of his birthplace.  He was never during his lifetime, 100 miles away from where he was born. In childhood he went to school more than most others of the community did, because his father
realized more fully than some others the need of his children. He learned to read, spell, and cipher and to write a good hand.

After he was grown he bought, on time, fifty acres of woodland.  He built a little log cabin on it clearing the land and established his home, where he began as a bachelor until he and Mother were married, then he lived there until 1895 when he sold the place and bought another where he was living when he died in 1931. I remember hearing him talk about his experiences as a bachelor and about his horse “MORGAN” that Grandpa gave him when he became 21 years old. He said when he and Mother were married, he went over to her home, where they were married, he took her up on “MORGAN” behind him and carried her home to his cabin and they began a life together that lasted 52 years, to his death.

He was saved when he was young and the fact that he lived for his Lord was very evident all through his life.  (The last time I talked with Mother, she told me of him going to old Bethel Church, when services were being held in a cooper shop, before the first log cabin church was built there; she said he would attend barefoot, sparsely clad, but faithful.)  As he grew older his religious experience became riper and sweeter and more visible to his family and friends. One of my earliest recollections is seeing him on his knees in prayer before the fire at night before retiring, praying for his family and for guidance. Many times he would come in from the field at night, feed his horse, wash his feet, eat supper, and take a chair out into the yard and lean propped up against the house and sing.  Usually he sang old time hymns such as: Jesus, Lover of My Soul; Amazing Grace; Pass Me Not, O Gentle Saviour; How Firm a Foundation, but occasionally I have heard him sing Barbara Allen; The Dying Boy and others. As I write here now in my 71st year and think of those scenes, I can see him again sitting in his chair on the clean-swept sand yard in the cool of the evening, us children playing around him, at peace with the world and singing praises to his God and Saviour. At this late date in my life I begin to see and appreciate something of his real worth as a father to us.  As I see it now that scene portrays the very acme of success in this life.  Success or failure in this life is what one is, not what one acquires.  Yes, few and far apart are the families of six boys and three sisters as we are, who had a father whose every act and example could have been followed as safely as ours.  Thinking it over now, I am sure that he never directed one of us into the wrong path. I never heard him use one single word of profanity; he did not tell or enjoy dirty, smutty yarns; his word was as good as anybody’s bond. Those who knew him best never questioned his statements.  If he said a thing was so, it was so. Should I sit here the balance of my life, I could never record, no, not even conceive of, much less record, a tribute worthy of him, our dad.

In the late 80's dad bought an adjoining 20 acres of woodland, making 70 acres in his original home place.  He cut timber from that 20 acres, hauled it to Uncle Jim Gregory's mill, where it was sawed and he built the first “framed” house in that section. It is built of 12” boards, upright fashion, the joints covered by 3” strips, and the cover was of riven boards as all roofs of that day were. The chimney was stick and dirt, but it had the distinction of being sawed sticks. In May 1931, Brother ORIS and I visited that old place and examined that house carefully. It was just as sound, apparently, as it ever was. All the others of the buildings my father placed there were gone.

For some years after he sold that place and bought 130 acres of land in the woods, just East of the Wavering Pond, we had quite a “hard time” while we were clearing and improving the land. In 1894 and in 1895 till the fall when we moved to it, we were cutting and rolling logs, building the first houses, etc. On the afternoon of November 20, 1895, I plowed the first “scooter” furrow ever run on that farm. I began “breaking up new ground”.  The first year we got in 20 acres and cultivated; the next year we got 30 more acres in cultivation. Those were hard years. Everyone on the place large enough to work, worked; even my sisters worked in the field to help produce and gather the crops. In three or four years, however, the cultivated land being increased every year, income increased. It got easier for the family and from then for more than 30 years, until the death of my father, that farm was the source of a splendid income and a comfortable living. He was among the best farmers of his day. He always produced on the farm everything for the family need that could be grown on it. I never knew him to buy a bushel of corn, potatoes, or corn meal. He always grew more meat and lard than we used. Many times did he supply the needs of some neighbor who was not so fortunate as he. The greatest, most valuable heritage that came to us children, is that which was imparted to us, to our bodies, from the clean, vigorous arid consecrated bodies of our parents. This laid the foundation for both physical and mental development, and when combined with the moral and spiritual teachings and examples by the lives of our parents, we children are indescribably fortunate. It makes possible for us, and for our children through us, to be circumscribed in our growth and real worth, only by the degree of our devotion to the higher and more nobler things of life here and hereafter.

At about two o’clock in the afternoon on May 6, 1931, as we six brothers and our sisters, and our mother, with many friends stood around his sick-bed, the grim reaper that really makes all men equal took him away. He went the way of all the earth. Our mother directed that his funeral should be held from the porch and hall of the home where they had spent so many years together. In the afternoon of the next day, May 7, 1931, P.U. (Bunk) Waters, his first cousin, preached his funeral while he stood by the coffin on the front porch. The home and yard were full of friends and kinsfolk. Many of the Negroes of the community, some who had known him many years, came and asked to be permitted to be in that service. They shed tears, too, some of them, just the same as we did. (Unnatural, indeed, would be the son who could again see that scene dry-eyed.)

We six brothers were his pall-bearers. After the regular, customary service at the grave had been concluded, GILBERT suggested that we children gather around the open grave and pray, pray together that all of us, all the family may in God's good grace meet him again; that every one of us be saved. What an experience he had and what hope we have!


RECOLLECTIONS:
Grandparents continued:

Mother’s maiden name was Moree, Eva Lilla Moree, daughter of Harrison and Lena (Melton) Moree. Grandpa’s father and mother were Alfred and Laney (O’Neal) Moree. I remember those great grandparents very well. They were very old, little and dried up, and as I recall their features, every mark depicted their IRISH ancestry plainly. Both of them lived to be well over eighty years old, and both passed away within sixty days of each other.

Grandpa Moree was a rather small man about five feet eight inches and bore plainly evidence of Irish extraction. Their home was about three miles northwesterly from my father’s home. That home and every feature and fixture in or about it or the grounds around it are definitely fixed and stuck into my memory. It was a double pen-log house, wide hall between the two rooms and a ten foot open porch on both sides of the house, extending from one end to the other. The foundation sills upon which the house was built, as I now remember them, were of seasoned pine logs that must have been fifteen to twenty inches in diameter. The small pine trees of which the body of the house was built were larger than were commonly used for that purpose, were straight as an arrow, and were notched at the ends so as to make them fit down close together even making a finished appearance. The wall ceiling was inside the natural log outside. The roof or top was nailed to rafters of small straight natural pine. Like the logs of the walls, only the “peeling” was removed from them. The boards of the covering were riven from the hearts of long leaf yellow pine, the only roof material available for many years after this incident. I wish I could describe making boards, as we know it, so that after generations could understand why people of those days did not take vacations, make extended fishing trips, buy all their various kinds of materials as is done now. They put their time on their jobs; their job was to make a living and make everything they used in that living. Therefore, they were at home instead of being in town at picture shows and going to their entertainments fifty to one hundred miles away every night. People worked then!

The kitchen was (as the custom was at that time) about 50 feet from the Big House - the living quarters. It was built of the same kind of material as the Big House except that it had the distinction of having a “dirt” floor. Around the edges of ponds in that section or in the flats, you can remove the top soil and an excellent quality of clay is obtainable. To make a floor, place layer after layer of that clay on top of each other and wet it thoroughly; mix and tamp down each layer as it is put in; level after the required thickness is obtained and let it dry; it produces a really hard, smooth floor, a floor that for many years will not “dust up" everything around when swept to keep it clean; be comfortable and very satisfactory.

The houses were in the center of an immensely big white sand covered yard with several large spreading shade trees in it. In front of the gate, between the house and the barn was a front open space as big as the fenced yard. It was covered by the same kind of white sand, and spreading wild mulberry trees as were in the yard. This spot was the play place, the athletic spot for the younger fry of the whole family. Here we played Town Ball, Cat and hand ball; for us at least they were the fore-runners of modern balls of today. Under those trees was built a plank table; it must have been 25 feet long and four to five feet wide, the scene of many extra feeds and enjoyable occasions. Sunday afternoon when most of the family if not all their six sons and four daughters would gather at “Papa’s”, was a time we youngsters looked forward to. In the summertime I have seen the men and boys, led by Grandpa, go to the watermelon patch and everyone able to carry a melon came away lugging at least one on his shoulder. On that table under the mulberry tree they would go; Grandma’s cutting knife would be put into operation and such a feast would follow. Sometime after everyone was full to the bursting, the leavings would be piled on the table and equally divided. Then two leaders would be chosen and they would “choose-up” the whole crowd, equally dividing those present and agree to participate; and then a watermelon war began, using the melon leavings to see which side could mess up the other the most. It was great gun but sometimes our mothers did not like it. As I sit here now late in my seventy-first year and make these notes and again recall those incidents and scenes, and again in my mind view those inexplainably delicious red, ripe watermelons, my mouth waters and I almost wish I was a boy again.

The article of food that most attracted me at this Grandpa’s home was “soup-sop and corn bread”. Soup-sop is a gravy and a most excellent sop for cornbread. Later in life I became more or less acquainted with the intricacies of its development, because it was often a determining portion of a meal. It was made by adding sweet milk and a little water to the gravy or drippings obtained by frying bacon or preferably ham, and as this boils or develops toward the gravy stage, stir in slowly such quantities of corn meal as will produce the consistency desired; add salt and pepper to taste. Corn bread drowned in “soup-sop” becomes a delicious morsel. The dining table (or eatin’ table we called it) was about ten feet long and of the usual width, no chairs. A “puncheon” bench on each side and the length of the table was the seating arrangement. If I could picture here some of the feeds that I have seen at that table, it would surprise the high-brow culinary artists of today. Two or four “settins” of that table for one meal was not uncommon, particularly on Sundays. Log-rollings, house-raisings, or just a family party, I have seen them place the “cookin table” at the end of the big one and fill it up first with men, sometimes almost two sets by men only; then the women would be next in; all the time us children were shunted off to one side to wait. Hungry cannot express a waiting boy’s plight when it looks like those uncles and aunts were going to devour every crumb available. I have been right there and I know. There was another article of food frequently at this home that I want to mention here: EGG CUSTARD. I have not seen one in so long I am sure I would not recognize it should I meet one face to face. For those get-togethers mentioned above, Grandma and “the girls” used to make great stacks of egg custards. Remember that was before cook stoves were available. Everything had to be cooked on the open fireplace. The fireplace in that kitchen must have been near eight feet wide. I have seen piles of custards or cakes 8 to 12 inches high, with broom straws laced between each layer to keep them from sticking together. There would also be big pans full of chicken pie. That was the real article; no carrots and potatoes as we have today. All the chicken would be in those pies. I mentioned cook stoves; my father bought the first one I ever saw and it was a used one. People came from all around to see the thing cook; it was a mystery. Some of the children wanted to know: "Aunt Lil, what do you do with that little house in your kitchen?”

The three miles long trail to Grandpa Moree's was entirely through original pine forest. The trail ran just east of one corner of what is now known as the Tanner place, but it did not come near another inch of clearing. Naturally I could not go there as often as I went to GRANDPA SHIVER'S, but usually my visits were longer. I would go and stay a week or two weeks and hope they would never come for me. After a while though they got so they wanted me to help 

do the work around there. They even wanted me to help pick cotton; I didn't like it. It killed my joy in my visits. After I was grown, however, I used to go there occasionally and spend the night with them, just those two old people sitting there by themselves. Such is life, however, and the ending of it. We come into this world without our consent, struggle to live all the time we live, die without our consent, others take our places here and we are soon forgotten. No one knows or cares that we ever lived at all. So life is one of continuous reproductions and continuous dissolutions.

In January 1950, I visited in person all the places or spots where all of my grandparents lived at the times I have been trying to record. There is not a house or other marker in either place to indicate the place I am writing about. Everything is gone. So are the people of whom I have written; the people who are my age or older are almost all gone. When these unchanging, ever present facts confront me anew as they do occasionally, I find myself wondering about the fickleness of we human beings. Why we flit our little mite of time here away uselessly, soon become a handful of useless mud, and our souls, the real you and me, passed on to an eternal existence -- Where, 0 where? Every one of us can determine that where by what we do with the SON of GOD, the salvation that God has prepared for us in Him.


RECOLLECTIONS

HEALTH:

At the time of which I write, the health of the people in the entire FLINT RIVER BASIN and its creek tributaries was deplorable. The surface of the earth seems to be underlain with a layer of limestone or shale through which surface water could not penetrate. Above that undercoating in most places the dirt or clay is of a chalky, brittle, rotten substance that makes it impossible to dig a surface well that did not have to be “curbed”. Curbing was always of pine planks and as long as they lasted, water from that well tasted like it was about half raw turpentine gum. Therefore the water supply was always deplorable. So many people did not try to establish water supply for their homes and other needs. He usually had one or two wells on the place which were mostly just holes in the ground, from say five to fifteen feet deep. One of those wells was always placed down by the nearby pond, or flat and when rains came, which was the only time they held water, the pond was flooded and the well, too. Many times we have used water right out of such places. I have known him to make a V-shaped plank trough and fasten up under the cave of the house and by it run the rain water from the house into a dry well in the yard. Many times all these makeshift methods failed and we became desperate for water. We hauled it in barrels from some distant pond. Other times we resorted to the nearby so-called springs or water holes where all kinds of stock, cattle, hogs, sheep and goats, snakes and wiggle tails all drank or lived. I have taken water from such places, running the stock out of the hole, and carry the muddy stuff to the house and have to strain it to get the wiggle tails out of it. Is it any wonder that malaria, the foundation for “chills and fever” was in every home and in every individual in those homes. Frequently that dreaded and almost always fatal HEMMORHAGIC FEVER resulted. In practically every SHIVER FAMILY at some time or other during those years, there was one or more victims of that KILLER FEVER, HEMMORHAGIC.

Just south of and adjoining my father's farm was the home of Dr. G. B. Watson, the only physician in that entire section; in Albany some fifteen miles away there were two or three doctors, but that was too far away for us to be able to use them. I believe Dr. Watson was present at my birth, and when I can first remember he was going to see sick folks all through that section. He rode a bay mare named “Lucy” and his saddle bags were his office, his drug store and his equipment kit. When he called on a patient he diagnosed the case, wrote his own prescription and filled it from his saddle bags and would likely sit around several hours and see that his orders were complied with. I can see him and “LUCY” now, as I think of it, as they went the trails on a slow lope through the woods from house to house. He and “LUCY” worked together that way several years; then he got a new buggy and a pair of Texas ponies and a Negro driver. That outfit was the wonder of the community and source of much comment. (The last I knew of her, Mrs. Watson was yet alive, living in Sylvester.) Toward the end of Dr. Watson's active years a young man who was raised at Isabella, G. B. McDowell, I believe was his name, became a doctor and moved to ACREE, (WORTH CO.) Georgia, and fell heir to Dr. Watson's practice and territory.

Around the turn of the century someone found out that if you penetrate that underlying strata of stone or shale and get fresh water underneath it, it would be pure, free from all contaminations that surface water is filled with. Deep wells, punched or bored, became general. In some places these wells had to be put down 300 feet or even to 500 feet deep to get through that barrier, but an unending supply of pure, most desirable water resulted. Almost every home now has such wells. Too, there was absolutely no sanitary provisions. Surface toilets or not toilet facilities at all was the usual conditions, and screen was not even heard off. Anyway when pure water became available and people learned that screening was indispensable for health protection, malaria as a menace began to disappear; health improved, hemmorhagic fever almost completely disappeared, and today the people of that section of country are just as healthy as in any other place.

A line from the vicinity of where Sylvester now is northerly to the Dr. Sikes old homeplace, the Green Ford old homeplace westerly to the FLINT RIVER, a distance of about 20 miles, covers pretty well the TERRITORY IN WHICH THE SHIVERS I HAVE WRITTEN ABOUT LIVED AT THE TIME OF WHICH I WRITE. That same east and west space, taken from the White Land place and the Barney Bass place, the Davis place just east of SALEM CHURCH, being a distance of something like 15 miles, designates that vast territory that was practically all in virgin woods when I could first remember. Where people lived was just a few cleared areas, except just a few larger settlements. The Ford place, now on the Sylvester-Albany road about 3 miles west of Sylvester, the Bill Johnson place (Bithal Hall place), Isaac Howard place, the Hodge place, the Ben Sikes place, the Cox place, at Isabella and the Barney Bass place, were all owned by men who owned, some of them, big tracks of land. All the balance of that area except the little clearings was roads, woods just like nature made it. Every acre of those woods was covered with long leaf yellow pine timber, measuring 20" to 30” or more in diameter straight as an arrow and 80 feet to 100 feet high, never an ax or hack stuck in them. A veritable fortune in disguise. Sometime in the late 80's (1880s) Pridgeon & Co., turpentine men from North Carolina came into that section with hordes of “tar-heel” Negroes and in the next few years that vast area was a turpentine farm. They put from one to four boxes, out with an ax, into every pine big enough to take one, when they had completed their effort, saw mill men took over and continued until the destruction of the timber was almost complete. In September 1949, while visiting Worth, I stopped in the road one afternoon and looked toward the east and then turned and looked toward the west; as far as I could see there was not a pine; just flat barren fields. As I rode along thinking of that same territory as it was when I first saw it, covered with that beautiful timber, with great herds of cattle, sheep feeding on the green grass on those rolling hills. That scene was typical of that whole section now.

IVY MONROE SHIVER		and			ELIZA FLORENCE AULTMAN
								(Born July 16, 1886; daughter of
								 John A. & Sally Aultman.)

				Were married Nov. 27, 1904 

					Born to them:

SONS					BORN				MARRIED

IVY MERWIN			Jan. 28, 1906		SARA HINTON

ELWYN MONROE			July 17, 1908			DOROTHY GAGER

DAUGHTERS			BORN				MARRIED

LOLITA AULTMAN			Dec. 8, 1911			BERT D. McQUEEN

SARA WILL				May 2, 1914			EDWIN M. STORRS

When World War I closed in the fall of 1918, influenza, a form of pneumonia, was raging the world over, and particularly in this country, it was killing people by the thousands. On Nov. 20, 1918, it got my wife also. Should I attempt to record here even a partial description of the apparent disaster that befell my home, our four children, and to my future, I should utterly fail in that attempt. (Really, I feel, however, that it is not properly a part of this record.)

IVY MONROE SHIVER		and			PEARL ELIZABETH REYNOLDS
								(Born Jan. 30, 1891, daughter of 										William J. &  ?   Reynolds.)

				Were married July 17, 1919

					Born to them:

SONS									BORN

ORVILLE REYNOLDS						May 27, 1924

DAUGHTERS

MARY LILLOISE							Nov. 16, 1921

ANN JEROME							March 2, 1928
(Married JIM DOYLE)

On Monday after the fourth Sunday in July 1902, I left my father's home to make my own way in the world. January 6, 1903, I entered Massey Business College at Columbus, Georgia, and graduated from that school on August 15th. Immediately I began work as a combination bookkeeper and stenographer, and continued in office work, till 1923. In 1925 I moved to Daytona Beach, Florida, and entered business for myself, and continued for myself in business until the war came on. Then I again entered into office work, working for the government in the Orlando Air Base three and a half years, to July 1946, and am yet keeping books, now for a building contractor.

In July 1904, I was saved while attending a "big meeting” at the First Baptist Church in Sylvester. Since then it has been my aim to live a Christian life and have found it to be the hardest job any man ever tackled. I have failed in so many ways to follow the examples that my Lord set for me, that I am conscious of not being in any sense worthy of the name “Christian”. And yet --- and yet, thank God, I would not exchange my hope and assurance of my salvation for millions of worlds like the one we live in.

Measured by the standards that men generally determine one's success or failure in this life, my business life has been a complete failure. But like most common men my whole life effort has been devoted to my family, and when I look at their development, our children's growth into more desirable stratas of life than my wife or I either have ever attained, I am glad to have lived, if for their sakes only.

IVY MERWIN				and				SARAH HINTON

					Were married: 1927

					    Born to them:

SONS									DAUGHTERS

IVY MERWIN III							 NONE

CRAWFORD


MERWIN was born and raised at Sylvester. He completed High School there in 1922. Then he spent a year traveling all through the West, and West Canada, working his way as he went. He returned home in the late summer of 1923, and entered the University of Georgia. He was in school there for four years, graduating in 1927.

From the beginning of his high school years until today he has ever been an athlete enthusiast. He played football, baseball and basketball all through his school years, most years he was on the track teams, too. In college he was the first man to be captain of all three ball teams - baseball, football and basketball, at one and the same time. That was during his senior year. The same year he was chosen "All American End” in football. During his college years he played professional baseball all summer, he was on a Canadian team one summer, a Texas team one summer, and two or three other places in the minor leagues. His participation in athletics was the source of practically all the income to defray his college expenses. (I never have known about his record as a student, but after he was married in his senior year, I understand that his wife wrote most if not all his work.) After graduation the University employed him as End Coach of the football team. He worked there several years, making a very credible record as coach. The High Schools in Savannah, Georgia, then employed him as head coach of all their athletic effort; he is there yet. He is now 44 years old but he seems to be just as enthusiastic about his job as he has ever been and he is making a very high record by the records of his teams. He lives now and has for several years, about 12 miles South of the City or Savannah, in the country. He has a small farm that he bought largely to entertain his boys. He has a good home, well appointed and appreciable. His oldest child, now past 22 years old, is also a graduate of the University of Georgia. He, like his dad, is an athlete; whether he will follow his dad all the way is to be seen.


ELWYN MONROE				and				DOROTHY GAGER
										(of Unadilla, N.Y.)
				Married December 1929 or 1929 (sic)
					They had no children.

ELWYN was born in Chattanooga, Tennessee. He was raised mostly in Sylvester, Georgia, where he went to school, but did not go to college. He did not desire higher education like MERWIN did.  He was never so strong and rugged as MERWIN was; he did not care for athletics at all. He was unusually energetic; a real money maker for a boy. Before he was 20 years old he had served three years as Sanitary Inspector for the city of Daytona Beach, Florida. He lost out when administrations changed. A few months after he was married they moved to Unadilla, New York, where he settled to make their home. He established a good business there which included a transportation service. He was out to carry a passenger when he was in an auto wreck in which he and two others were instantly killed. In August 1947, our family visited his grave in a beautiful country cemetery located several miles out from Unadilla. His widow married again and we visited her and her husband in Bainbridge, New York, and enjoyed the visit. She is a fine woman and we love her yet. Elwyn was always “daffy” about automobiles. I gave him the first one he owned - a Ford Coupe. In a little while he had four dozen, more or less, lights on it; he had them stuck in almost every place big enough to stick one, and they were every color obtainable. That was when he was an official of the city of Daytona Beach. He soon tired of that Ford and traded it for a new one. He kept that up as long as he lived. He never kept a car more than a year or two. He was driving a brand new Buick when he was killed. ELWYN had a knack of making friends; he could and did get along with everyone. He was a great son - one that the whole family loved dearly. His death brought one or three great sorrows that have entered my life. Many millions of parents and of families have experienced similar sorrows and heartaches, but I find myself wondering today even, if they are penalties for some of my failures, somewhere along the way.

LOLITA AULTMAN SHIVER		and			BERT D. McQUEEN

					Born to them:

SONS									DAUGHTERS

BRUCE								MARTHA

									DORCAS

LOLITA was born and partly raised in Sylvester. She began school in Sylvester; then went to school in Daytona Beach and in Orlando. She went from Orlando to New York where she was a governess for a few years; then married. Their home is in Schenectady, New York where her husband’s family has lived for many, many years. By trade they are well-drillers. A great portion of the water supply in that portion of New York State is from wells the McQueen family, father to son, has developed. In August 1947, we visited them at their home in Schenectady. While there Bert carried us up to Saratoga Springs, that famous summer and health resort, which is also probably the best-known racing and gambling center on the eastern seaboard. There I saw many flowing wells, the waters of which are known far and near for their medicinal properties. Bert’s great, great grand-dad produced those wells, so he told me. They have a splendid home in a good section of the city and seem to be doing extra well.

I’ll be pardoned, I am sure, in stating here that I am very pleased with Lolita’s family. She and Bert seem to be giving their life toward development and training of their children. It was particularly gratifying to me to see her gather those children around her at the piano, just before sending them off to bed; while she played they all sang, then prayers and off to bed. That scene to me typifies the very highest, most desirable home life available. On DORCAS’ recent 8th birthday she held her first public piano recital.

SARA WILL SHIVER			and			EDWIN M. STORRS

					Born to them:

SONS									DAUGHTERS

ERIC MONROE STORRS						NONE

SARA WILL was born in Sylvester. She commenced her schooling there; then in Daytona Beach, in Orlando and finished High School in Winter Park, Florida. She soon married. They moved to Atlanta, Georgia; then to Albany, Georgia; then to Charleston, South Carolina, where they now live. Her husband is a high-class machinist. He has been in the employment of the Government for many years, until since the war. He is and has been for several years with the City of Charleston and doing well. ERIC, now in his sixth year, has completed kindergarten, and is now in a private school. Occasionally we visit SARA WILL’s family in Charleston, and always enjoy it. Charleston is a typical old-time Southern town where one can always find something interesting.

MARY LILLOISE SHIVER

MARY was born in Sylvester, also, and began her schooling in Daytona Beach, then in Orlando and finished High School in Winter Park, Fla. She then went to Florida State University in Tallahassee, graduating in 1945. She was employed in the Orange County School System as secretary to County Superintendent and has been there now five years. She has recently resigned and expects to enter the University of Florida in the coming summer to study for her Master’s Degree also. She, similar to MERWIN’s experience, has traveled quite a bit, in various parts of the country. She is continually seeking to add to her knowledge by those trips, as well as to enjoy them. She yet lives at our home and will continue to do so until her education is completed.

ORVILLE REYNOLDS SHIVER

ORVILLE was born in Sylvester, raised in Daytona Beach, Orlando and Winter Park. He graduated from Winter Park High School in June 1942, and was drafted into the Army in February 1943. He was put in the Army Air Corps and served there three years. He was trained in several different places, being in college in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, a whole year and a half, finally graduating with the rank of Flight Officer from the training field at Turner Field, Albany, Georgia. After graduation he was stationed at Muroc Field in California, until he went overseas. He was first located in the Hawaiian Islands, then in Australia and finally in the Philippines at Clark Field.  He was at Clark Field several months, being his headquarters at the end of the war in l945 and until he was killed in January l946. When the surrender of Japan was announced over the radio he said he was on a flight to New Zealand, was fifteen thousand feet above the South Pacific when the announcement came; the crew almost went crazy with joy and came very near wrecking the plane. He was in command of a plane, a C‑47, with a crew of ten men and was sent to the southernmost island of the Philippines to pick up some boys who had been discharged and to bring them to Clark Field to take a ship home. On the way back, according to government reports, they ran into one of those tropical, fierce storms and every man on it was lost.  The only evidence that was ever obtained of the destruction was some floating life-preservers with the plane, name and number, on them, found in the ocean near the normal route they would have traveled.

When one is permitted to choose his own course, permitted to make his own decisions and choose his own work and friends, if he makes a mistake, forms undesirable practices and so loses his life or position in the world, doubtless he alone is responsible for his plight. But when a boy is forcibly taken from his house and forced into positions without his consent or desire from which or by which he is killed, as my baby boy was it does something to me. It places thoughts and convictions in my mind that have never been there before. It causes a rebellion against protecting investments, big business, against loss by the body and brains of our boys. Had there been no investments by Americans in foreign countries, were we not more interested in foreign trade than our government is in the life and well-being of our boys, my son along with many millions of others would today be at home or wherever they chose to be.  War is really nothing more nor less than a fight over wealth and mower. Without these two desires of men there would be no war. In frequently mulling over this awful situation, I find myself forgetting that many hundred thousands of parents are in the same position or condition as we are; their sons were arbitrarily killed by greed same as ours was. We have a long letter from the government, signed by Harry Truman himself, expounding to us the great honor it is to give a son in protecting “our way of life”. It makes me boil. But there is nothing I can do about it.

ANN JEROME SHIVER
Married:  JIM DOYLE -1952

She is our Florida girl, born in Orlando. She completed High School in Winter Park, Florida. She is now a student in her senior year at Florida State University in Tallahassee. She is expecting to become a medical technician. She has found the college course preparatory to finally completing that course in actual practice in hospitals, to be rather difficult. She has had to work mighty hard to accomplish what she is after.

ANNIE MARY LEE SHIVER (SISTER)		and 		GEORGE W. AULTMAN

				Were married 4th Sunday in July 1901
				     		Born to them:

SONS										MARRIED
EMMETT L. AULTMAN						JEWELL FOWLER

CECIL F. AULTMAN						ANNETTE RYCROFT

IRIS M. AULTMAN							ODESSA BARFIELD

DAUGHTERS								MARRIED
AUDREY AULTMAN						ROY PULLIAM

MARY LILLA								GORDON STORY

MADELINE A.							WILLIAM RAMSY

George and Sister were a son and a daughter, and like all of our parent's children and their companions, were children of farmers. And, like the others of the family, they raised their family in the same community where we were raised. Their children live there yet. In the spring of 1918 she sickened and died. Yet she is the only one of our parent’s children who have passed away. George married again and raised all their family to be grown.

Emmett has a good home, a good farm, and a splendid family. He is among the most successful of farmers of about his own age. His children have an urge for education and he has tried to give them every advantage possible for him. All of them are through with High School and have had college training.

Audrey completed High School and had two years at Georgia University. She went from college into teaching and has been teaching ever since. She lives in Colorado. She is now doing work in Colorado University working to her B.S. Degree.

Mary Lilla also had two years in the University of Georgia, now working to her B.S. degree and will obtain it in 1950. She is teaching now in Albany, Georgia and now lives on her father’s home place with her family.

Madeline got married soon after finishing High School and entered a school for beauticians. For many years she has operated her own business in Albany, Georgia, and now has one of the best businesses of the kind in the community. She and her family live in Albany.


Cecil completed High School and later graduated from a business college and for some years did commercial bookkeeping. Later he was appointed postmaster at Warwick, Georgia, and has been on that job ever since.

Iris, the youngest son, after finishing High School, entered Auburn University in Alabama and graduated a veterinarian. After graduation he settled in Macon, Mississippi to practice his profession. He was hunting with some friends, was accidentally shot and killed. His widow has done an excellent job of raising their children. We are all proud of her and the job she has done.






MELLIE SHIVER				and                 	HARRISON W. P0WELL
(Born 5 March 1884
Died 17 May 1967)
				Were married November 7, 1909

					Born to them:

SONS					   BORN			MARRIED
         
W. HARRISON POWELL, Jr. 	March 18, 1913	HELEN HUTCHINSON - 12-23-1939

DAUGHTERS			   BORN			MARRIED

ANNIE DELL 			Nov. 3, 1918		ELVIS FOWLER - 9-16-1933

MONTEEN				Aug. 11, 1915	Died April 19, 1933

After SISTER (ANNIE) passed away, MELLIE, being the next oldest girl in the family, became in a way the head of the family.  She is the one Mother went to when she left off trying to live at her own home, and there she spent her last days, living with MELLIE some years before she passed on. Her children are married and have their own homes and families. Since Mother passed on, she and Harrison are living by themselves just like they began in 1907. Here is a strange coincident: we three older ones - myself, MELLIE, and ANNIE - each lost a grown-up child by accidents.  My son ELWYN and MELLIE's daughter, M0NTEEN, were both killed instantly, in automobile accidents, and SISTER'S baby son was killed by accidental gun shot. Strange and accountable are the ways of this life.

ELZIE LAFAYETT SHIVER		and			OLA McGLAMMERY
(Masonic emblem on slab.  Died
Feb. 14, 1961. Buried at Patmos 
Community Baptist Church.)
				   
Were married November 17, 1913

					    Born to them:

SONS						BORN				MARRIED

MYRON G. SHIVER		   July 26, 1918	   EDITH L. DUKE - June 15, 1947

MILTON L. SHIVER			   Sept. 11, 1921	   MAMIE TOY WEST - May 2, 1947

DAUGHTERS				BORN				MARRIED

AVIS T. SHIVER			   Aug. 19, 1914	   WILSON P. CREDLE - Oct. 30, 1942

HAZEL E. SHIVER			   Oct. 29, 1919	   BERNARD B. BUSH - Dec. 12, 1947

For many years ELZIE has lived in Baker County, Georgia, 17 miles west of Newton, the county site.  Soon after he was married he became associated with and interested in the turpentine business, and today he owns his own business and is doing well with it. He has a really good and otherwise desirable farm, where he and Ola live alone - their children all being out for themselves. In January this year I spent a night with him.  He was out by daylight rounding up his turpentine hands and took them to the woods before breakfast. When he came back he took me out with him as he went around through the farm and the woods checking up on what was going on.

ELZIE has always been a great hunter and a really good fisherman. He can yet kill birds with the best of marksman but he is more enthusiastic about fishing now. Frequently he and his friends or neighbors go to Florida waters fishing and come away loaded with fish. He likes to sit down and entertain a listener with accounts of his fishing trips.  He makes his own bait or lures to catch Trout.

He tells me he can use that gadget right around where others are using the highest priced equipment and get his full share of fish and more. He calls it a "JIGGER". Wish that I could include here a prescription for its construction, but I don't remember it well enough.

His children are graduates of Baker County High Schools. Both the boys served in the Army during the recent war, each serving many months in foreign countries. I am sorry that I cannot include here a more detailed account of that service.  I think every boy who has been injected into that inferno is entitled to notice, extra notice, for that service.

MYRON is now employed by the Federal Postal Service, a mail carrier. His wife is a graduate of Martha-Berry College and is a teacher now, I believe.
	
	Myron Gilbert Shiver, Jr. - "Infant son of Myron G. Shiver, Sr. & Edith L. Duke
 	Born Apr. 5, 1956		Shiver. Buried in Shiver family plot in Patmos Community 	Died May 22, 1957		Baptist Church."

MILTON is now Clerk of the Superior Court in Baker County. He lives in Newton with his wife and baby.

TEXAS (TECK) SHIVER			and			JULIAN W. GREEN
                                              					(Born Sept.1O, 1889)
         
                  			Were married January 24, 1914
         
                       			    Born to them:

SONS				     BORN					MARRIED

JULIAN FINCHER		Nov. 16, 1914		MYRTIS FOWLER  	   Nov. 1940

GEORGE OSMAN		Feb. 24, 1919		MILDRED GAY	   Jan. 1, 1939

DAUGHTERS		     BORN					MARRIED

 LILLA ELLIEFAIR		Nov. 5, 1916				

ANNA EDNA			Jan. 22, 1922		CLARENCE H. PLESS  Apr. 19, 1943

ANNIE LOVE		Nov. 4, 1924			Robert J. King	      Apr. 17, 1944

ALPHA MAUDE		May 13, 1927		James E. Chapman	      Oct. 24, 1946

Like the others of us, Teck and Julian raised their family in and around Sylvester. Julian's work has been part of the time farming and the other part of his time in the mercantile business. For several years now, they have lived at Red Rock and he has worked in the community store there. Our brother, Erman, bought that store two years ago and Julian is now helping him to operate it. Their children all had the advantages of Worth County Schools. The oldest one of the family, Fincher, was killed in the recent war.

"On Oct. 3, Mrs. Myrtis Fowler Green of Route 1, Warwick, was notified by the War Department that her husband, Julian Green, was killed in action somewhere in France on Sept. 10th. He volunteered Nov. 21, 1912. He had served overseas 17 months, first in Sicily, then in Italy, and was wounded in the rush through Rome on May 23rd. After recovering he went back to his command and was killed in action. In l948 his body was returned to this country and buried in RED OAK CEMETERY, near DOLES, in WORTH COUNTRY. The Reverend W. R. Lawhorn conducted the funeral. He held the rank of Sergeant.

When Fincher had sufficiently recovered from his wounds and he was about ready to be put back in the service, he wrote his mother a letter that I wish I could record here. I saw a copy of it in the Local, the county paper. He mentioned the horrors of war, the hardships and the sufferings, his healing wounds and said that he was glad to be able to go back into the 
service, and if it was God's will that he give his life in defense of his country he was ready to go, expressing his full faith in his Saviour. To me knowing that declaration, knowing that he is God's child was worth more than the world and everything in it.
         
OSMAN lives on his farm a few miles North of SUMNER. The three girls that are married all live in different sections of the country, and Ellie and Margaret live in Macon, Georgia. They have worked there holding good jobs, ever since their High School graduation.

ORIS JACOB SHIVER 			and			LESSIE BRADY

				Were married October 8, 1914

					Born to them:

SONS						BORN				MARRIED

JOSEPH ALVIN SHIVER		   Jan. 24, 1921		H. KUSH

ORIS LYNN SHIVER		   Mar. 10, 1926		Died. - Jan. 1927

LINDSEY HANSON SHIVER	   Feb. 15, 1933		DOROTHY LOUISE HOLBERT

SHERMAN IVAN SHIVER		   Jan. 11, 1935		MELBA JEAN COX

DAUGHTERS				BORN				MARRIED

MELLIE MAGALENE		   Aug. 9, 1916		SIDNEY C. BARFIELD

ANNA EVELYN			   Mar. 12, 1918		M. C. McCORKLE

In his earlier years ORIS lived with his family at New Smyrna, Florida. There he learned to be an expert mason and carpenter, which trades he has followed to some extent until recent years. Many years he has lived in Atlanta, Georgia. All during the recent war and for years (4) after he served as an assistant nurse in one of the Veteran's hospitals in Atlanta.
         
ORIS is the "preacherboy" of our parents' family. In fact he is the only SHIVER preacher that I have ever heard of. He has never been ordained, but has been licensed, and has been preaching and holding meetings and leading singing for many years. He particularly loves music. Now he has a mixed quartet that he leads and conducts in many church services in Atlanta and vicinity.

ALVIN, their oldest boy lives near Detroit in Michigan. The other boys are now in school in Atlanta.

Evelyn lives in Valdosta, Georgia. She is a hair-dresser, and has a good business of her own. Magalene and family lives in Tifton, Georgia.

ALVIN served in the Navy during the recent war, but I have not been able to get the details of his service. Therefore, I cannot include here the information about that service that I feel every boy is entitled to. 


ADDED OCTOBER, 1957 by Mrs. SHIVER AND FAMILY:

ORIS SHIVER was struck by an automobile on his way to work on January 14, 1956. He was killed instantly. He is buried in the ISABELLA CEMETERY at ISABELLA, GEORGIA. Reverend Cheek of Atlanta and Reverend Wilder preached the funeral service at SALEM BAPTIST CHURCH. He was 63 years old when he died.

JOE SHIVER is 36 years of age, and is a Navy veteran. He and his wife Mary Ann, have their home in Royal Oaks, Michigan. JOE is a mechanic at Commercial Carriers in Detroit, Michigan. Mary Ann is a housewife. They have eight children: JOEY, WAYNE, ORIS, PATRICK, MARGIE, MARY ALICE, BONNIE JEAN, and JO ANN.

ORIS LYNN SHIVER died when he was 10 months old.

LINDSEY “YANKEE” SHIVER served with the U.S. Army for two years, serving 17 months in Germany. He entered the service May 23, 1953, and received an honorable discharge May 11, 1955, being discharged with the rank of Corporal. He has been married 1 year and he and his wife live in Atlanta, Georgia. Lindsey is studying Radio & T.V. at the Smith-Hughes Vocational School in Atlanta and he hopes to own his own repair shop. He is employed at Huber and Huber Motor Express where he works at night. He attended Smith High School in Atlanta.

His wife, Dorothy Holbert Shiver, 22 years old, is from Knoxville, Tennessee. She attended North Fulton High School and is a graduate of Northside High School in Atlanta. She is a stenographer at the American District Telegraph Company in Atlanta. Dot and Yankee were married in Atlanta, June 22, 1957.

SHERMAN SHIVER is 22 years old and has just completed 3 years service in the Marine Corps. He was stationed at several places, last station being at Corpus Christi, Texas. He received an honorable discharge in June, 1957. He is now a car salesman. SHERMAN graduated from Hoke Smith High School in Atlanta. He is married to Melba Jean Cox Shiver, who is from Corpus Christi, Texas, and is 19 years old. Melba Jean graduated from the Aransas Pass High School in Aransas Pass, Texas. She is now employed with the Atlanta Federal Savings and Loan Association where she is a stenographer. SHERMAN and MELBA JEAN were married in Corpus Christi, January 19, 1957.

MAGALENE, 41 years old, and Sidney Barfield, 47 years old, live in Atlanta, Georgia, where they have a nice home on Grant Street. Magalene is employed at Gloria's Beauty Shop. Magalene does wonderful work as evidenced by the fact that some of her old customers from a former place of employment have followed her to Gloria's. Sidney is employed by the Wilson Trucking Company. Magalene and Sidney have a daughter LAQUITA who is 25 years old. LAQUITA is employed as cashier at the Tuxedo Supermarket in Buckhead. LAQUITA has one son, Bobby, who is six years old. Their son SHIVER BARFIELD is 21 years old. He is an Airman Second Class stationed at El Paso, Texas. His wife, Jeanette, 22 years old, is a bookkeeper at the Power Co. in El Paso. Jeanette is from Atlanta.


EVELYN SHIVER McCORKLE, 39 years old, is married to Marvin "Mac" McCorkle, 47 years old. EVELYN has her own beauty shop in Valdosta, Georgia and is doing a very good business. "Mac" is employed by the Ware Motors. They have a daughter Laura Lynn, who is 7 years old. She is in the third grade in school.  "Mac" and Evelyn have their own home in Valdosta.





ARTHUR GILBERT SHIVER		and   			MILDRED GRINER 

			Were married: December 11, 1929

				  NO CHILDREN
        
Not long after Gilbert quit school he was employed by a cotton warehouseman as salesman.  He soon learned the warehouse business and began to do the buying of cotton for his employer. After a season or two, his employer sent him to Ocilla, Georgia, and he made headquarters for him at the Planters Bonded Warehouse. He bought cotton there and in various towns of that section, for several years for his original employer. Then he entered business for himself, adding other lines as well as cotton to his purchases and sales. He yet lives in Ocilla and today he owns the warehouse he first worked in and much other property of the town. He has extensive farming interests, farm machinery businesses and livestock businesses, peanut shellers and automobile agencies, and other lines of activities that keep him hustling all the time. He is a deeply devoted, active Christian. He is very likely in everyway the most successful one of our family.

Gilbert is the only ex-soldier boy of we six brothers.

Enlistment record:
         
Name, ARTHUR G. SHIVER, Grade Corporal
Enlisted: Sept. 27, 1917, at Sylvester, Ga.
Non-Commissioned Officer: Corporal Nov. 14, 1913
Battles engaged in: Marbache Aug. 9, 1918 to Aug. 16th; St. Mikiel Sept. 12, 1918 and 13th; Muse-Argonne Oct. 3 to 10th, 1918 and Nov. 1st to 11th, 1918.
Character: Excellent
Remarks: No AWOL. Served in England, France, Germany, Belgium and Luxembourg, with 9th Infantry.                 						(SHIVE) ?
Discharge: "This is to certify that ARTHUR G. SHIVER # 13427O3 Corporal in Infantry, unassigned, Company "G" 9th Infantry, as a Testimony of Honest and Faithful Service, is hereby honorably discharged from the Military Service of the United States by reason of E. T. S. Circ. 106 W.D. Dec. 3, 1913."
(copied from a certified copy of his military service and discharge.)


IVERSON LUMPKIN (LUM) SHIVER		and     	LOIS McDONALD

					NO CHILDREN

When LUM left out from father's farm he began in the barber trade. For many, many years he owned and operated probably the most attended barber and hairdressing business in Albany, Georgia, where he has lived all his business life.

LUM likes to hunt and to fish, too, just as well as ELZIE does. He keeps several of the best bird dogs he can get and trains them just as he wants them to work. In addition to his barber business, he has several mercantile buildings that he rents and he has a dandy good 350 acre farm.  I visited LOIS and He in their home in January this year (195O), and they were telling me something of their plans to retire from active participation in their various business projects, in the near future. Many years they have worked right a long together, and have made a wonderful success of their businesses.  They have a most attractive, large, red brick home right in the edge of the business section of Albany.


ERMAN COLEY SHIVER		and			LOIS KEMP
Born - Dec. 16,1901				   Born March 20, 1905
							(Daughter of John Hiram Kemp 
							& Sarah Frances (Joiner) Kemp

				Were Married
         			November 14, 1923 in Worth Co.

               			Born to them:
         
SONS				    BORN                     	 MARRIED

JOE KEMP SHIVER  	Oct. 13, 1925        	OVERTON MAE GRUBBS - 28 Feb. l948
                     			(New Smyrna, Fla.)
         
ERMAN COLUMBUS SHIVER			SARA ANN ADAMS - 4 May 1956
   (Nickname JOSH SHIVER)

DAUGHTERS		    BORN			MARRIED

JEAN SHIVER          	Sept. 19, 1929	WILLIAM HANEY WOOLARD
                                            			(20 August 1950-Date of Marriage)
         
ERMAN is the only one of we six brothers who lives right in the old settlement where we were raised. His home is within a mile of where he was born. He bought the adjoining lot of land to the old home-place and now has a really good 500 acre farm, with one of the best and most attractive country homes on it that there is in that entire section. They have in their home every convenience and equipment that can be found in any city-dweller's home.

For many years ERMAN has operated a small turpentine business in addition to his farming operations, and it has made him money. Some 15 months ago he bought the ROUSE STORE right near his home and he is now operating it too, with a really good business.

JOE KEMP, the oldest son, after High School in Sylvester, graduated from the University of Georgia, and is now employed by one of the country's big farm machinery companies, and now lives with his wife and baby in Birmingham, Alabama.


Added: September 1966 			(Joe M. Grubbs and Maidee Johnson
                                     			 were the parents of:  MAE Grubbs)

JOSEPH KEMP SHIVER          and 		OVERTON MAE GRUBBS
			                                       	(Born Nov. 22, 1925)
         
			Were Married: February 28,1948
         
				Born to them:

SONS						     BORN

DAVID LAMAR SHIVER      		Sept. 18, 1949

DONALD JOSEPH SHIVER		April 13, 1951

DAUGHTERS				     BORN

MARY LOIS SHIVER			October 28, 1963


ERMAN C. SHIVER           and             SARA ANN ADAMS
 
                    		 Were married
         
                    		 Born to them:

DAUGHTERS				    BORN

DONNA ANN SHIVER			Sept. 21, 1958

RHONDA KAY SHIVER			March 24, 1962



JEAN SHIVER                and               WILLIAM HANEY WOOLARD
         
                                   Were married:
                                  August 20, 1950
         
                                   Born to them:

SONS 					    BORN

JOHN SHIVER WOOLARD		Sept. 15, 1953

DAUGHTERS				    BORN
         
NANCY CLAIRE WOOLARD		July 9, 1952

LOIS ELIZABETH WOOLARD		March 11, 1956

MARY JEAN WOOLARD			August 17, 1961
         
After High School in Sylvester, JEAN, the only daughter, graduated from the University of Georgia, also, just this summer - 1950.
         
Their baby, JOSH is yet in school in Sylvester, Georgia, Worth County.
         
ADDED OCTOBER 1957:
         
JEAN is married to BILL WOOLARD and they have three children. BILL is a Sergeant in the Air Force, stationed in Florida.
         
JOSH, attended High School in Sylvester and attended the University of Georgia. He is married to ANN ADAMS of Albany, Georgia. He is in the U.S. Army stationed at Fort Jackson, S.C.

